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far from the river bank. The time of plenty lasts,
however, but a little while. The wind from the
north-east drops, the rain fails; for a month a great
stillness lies over the jungle; the sun looks down
from a cloudless sky; the burning air is untempered
by a breath of wind. It is spring in the jungle, a
short and fiery spring, when in a day the trees burst
out into great masses of yellow or white flowers,
winch in a day wither and die away.
The pools and small water-holes begin to dry up
under the great heat; the earth becomes caked and
hard. Then the wind begins to blow from the south-
west, fitfully at first, but growing steadier and
stronger every day. A little rain falls, the last be-
fore the long drought sets in. The hot, dry wind
sweeps over the trees. The grass and the shrubs die
down; the leaves on the small trees shrivel up, and
grow black and fall. The grey earth crumbles into
dust, and splits beneath the sun. The little streams
run dry; the great rivers shrink, until only a thin
stream of water trickles slowly along in the middle
of their immense beds of yellow sand. The water-
holes are dry; only here and there in the very deep-
est of them, on the rocks, a little muddy water still
remains.
Then the real nature of the jungle shows itself.
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